
 
  
  
 The earth quakes yet again. 
 
 Remember the shaking city in turmoil when Jesus rode in with waving branches on 
Palm Sunday? 
 
 Remember the desolate cry of Jesus from the cross – “My God, my God, why have 
you forsaken me?” and his last breath on Friday? The earth shook and the rocks split. 
 
 And now, the dawn is breaking and the earth shakes once again, this time not by 
fear of Jesus riding into town astride and donkey and a colt, not by the heart-wrenching 
cry of abandonment on the cross, but by God’s newness, God breaking into our world in 
a decisive way, rolling back the stone, the angel sitting on it like a throne, presiding over 
all things new, God destroying all that makes for death, the messenger looking like 
lightning from the night sky.  
 
 And then more shaking – the guards, posted to guard the tomb of a dead man 
become like dead men themselves. 
 
 And then the lightning speaks, not to the dead-like guards, but to the women who 
had come to see a tomb the angel speaks some of the most-frequent words in the New 
Testament, “Do not be afraid.” 
 
 Someone said to me the other day that they are trying to go outside at least once a 
day for a walk or even just to sit out on the deck or take the car for a ride. They said, “If I 
don’t, the house begins to feel like…to feel like, like a tomb.” I thought it was an 
interesting choice of words. I had heard people speak of the walls closing in, of feeling 
like they were in prison, but this was the first time I heard “tomb.”  
 
 A tomb, like there is no end in sight, just open-ended isolation. You hear it in the 
questions:  
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 When will students get back to school? 
 Will college students get to enroll in the fall? 
 What about summer vacations, summer mission trips, Montreat? 
 When will be able to worship in the sanctuary? 

When can we give each other hugs again, visit the sick again, turn on the television 
or look at our screens and see no more death totals rising? 
Eat in a restaurant? 
Return to our jobs, get a paycheck, regain economic strength? 
 
And we think ahead, knowing that those in the developing world have not yet seen 
this virus at its worst, and when they do, the lack of medical care can be 
devastating. Same with the homeless. The refugees. 
 
When will it be over? Yes, it can feel like a tomb, like tomorrow has been 
foreclosed…and we shake with uncertainty and fear. 

 
 We woke up this Easter Sunday and nothing about those circumstances has 
changed, except that today we hear again the news, the good news, that the stone has 
been rolled away and the tomb is empty, and Jesus is on the loose. There is a crack that 
forms in our isolation and a light breaks through in our tombs. Something shakes beyond 
our fear, and we are invited once again, like the women of old to come, to see, and to go. 
 
 We are invited to show up for the story. The women, even in their sadness and 
fear, show up. The disciples are no where to be found. But the women get up, they show 
up, they come to the place where the one who had given them so much lies entombed, so 
they think. There is faith there. There is courage there. We can choose, even in the midst 
of our isolation, even from our closed-up homes, to show up in faith, to trust that the 
grace that has brought us through awaits us again with the dawning of each day. 
 
 We are invited to see. Come and see says the angel, to them and to us. See not with 
the world-weary eyes of hopelessness, but with eyes of faith. See not with self-serving 
eyes of scarcity, but with eyes that see God’s amazing abundance. See not with the closed 
eyes of self-preservation, but with the generous eyes of compassion. See not with the 
tomb-like eyes of hate and partisanship, but with eyes of love for all, eyes that see we are 
all in it together. Come and see, says the angel. See the empty tomb and know yet again 
that the world is ruled by sovereign grace and love and nothing else. 
 
 And once you have seen, go. Go, quickly, and tell what you have seen. Tell a 
world shaking in fear, a world still locked in intractable divisions, a world longing for 
good news that the news is good, that the tomb is empty, that God is making all things 



new. Tell that hate and death and hunger and sickness and this virus and oppression and 
injustice, all the deathliness the world contains, all of it gets the next-to-the-last word. 
The last word always belongs to God. 
 
 And the women go, and we shall too, and in their going Jesus is there, and he is for 
us too, speaking the words yet again, “Do not be afraid…Do not be afraid.” Do not let 
fear keep you from showing up, do not let your fear blind you to seeing all the newness 
God is bringing, do not let fear hinder your going and your telling. And, of course, we 
cannot do that on our own, so Jesus is there, as near as our next breath, with us. And that 
is more than enough for our coming and seeing and going, then and now. 
 
 I saw him just the other day. He was wearing a mask and going to work caring for 
patients, at the risk of his own life, in an act of selfless love. 
 
 I see him in the sidewalk chalk messages so many of our children are sharing in 
their neighborhoods. 
 
 I see him through the screen, in Zoom meetings where love and compassion are 
shared beyond the walls of our homes. 
 
 I see him in people going to distribute food, going to donate blood, setting aside 
their own safety for the good of others. 
 
 I see him in people going into refugee camps even now where the risk is so high, a 
living witness to God’s grace. 
 
 I see him in those who lead us and who remind us that human life is more 
important than the economy, and in all those who stay in their homes as an act of love for 
neighbor. 
 
 Do you see? Christ is with us, telling us, “Do not be afraid.”  
 
 And so, let us come and see and go and tell, let us shout it from our living rooms 
and back decks and kitchen tables. Easter comes, no matter what. We are an Easter 
people. So let it be known. The Lord is risen! He is risen indeed! Alleluia! Amen. 


